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Beloved of God in all of the Hebrew Bible there is only one Psalm attributed to Moses, only one; and it is the one we heard read so beautifully this morning.  Scholars, however, do not believe the 90th Psalm was written by Moses.  Instead it is posited that it was written almost 700 years after his death.  It is thought that this Psalm was composed during the return of the Jews to Jerusalem after the Babylonian exile.  A hymn writer wrote in the name of Israel’s deliverer as way of conveying that if Moses’ God was powerful enough to keep his children on a forty year sojourn in the desert, if Moses’ God was powerful enough to set pillars of fire as watch guards and send tablets of stone as guidelines for life; then Moses’ God could restore the fortunes of a city that now knew none of its former glory.  
The psalmist wanted those who had lived through the exile and returned to a devastated Jerusalem, he wanted those who would sing his psalm, to know they were not the first of God’s people to experience trial and tribulation.  The composer of the 90th Psalm wanted his hearers to remember the whole of their story; remember and focus on the fact that the God who formed them and fed them in the wilderness, the God who cared for them and carried them on his shoulders was yet sovereign and yet ready to meet them in the middle of Zion’s devastation.  
With the memory of Moses and their ancient ancestors now fully in view, the Psalmist turns a deft trick and takes his contemporary readers with him.  With the power of their 700 year old remembered story grasped firmly in one hand and boldness in the other; the Psalmist says steps up and says; Oh God, as you satisfied Moses and the people of the Exodus in the morning of their days with mania, satisfy us as we mourn and behold Jerusalem’s plight, satisfy us with your unfailing love.  Oh God, as the Hebrews sang for joy after they crossed the Red Sea, let us sing for joy as you restore the days of our lives, the days lost in captivity.  God of Moses and miracles as you made your deeds known to them in the power of the first Passover, in the splitting of the sea; make your deeds known to us in the resurrecting of your Temple from the shadows of its devastation.  
And then that phrase, that phrase that stands out and rises to the heavens; that phrase that carried the listeners of the 90th Psalm back to the successes of Moses, that phrase that embodied for the listeners of Psalm 90 a power and a faith, a hope and a belief that the God of their ancestors, the God of their yesterdays and of their very days would do for them what was done for Moses; that God would establish the work of their hands; yes God, establish the work of our hands.   

Psalm 90, in its final form, in its final stanzas, is a psalm of hope.  It is a psalm of hope because even though the writer and those for whom he wrote could not see the shape of their future with physical eyes, they still sang as a community who remembered and who hoped God who would again establish them and the work of their hands.  The one who wrote this song, the one who placed words end to end also placed his or her trust in God, placed trust in God and believed God could and would establish the work of the community’s hands.  

Oh that we who are the church today might believe in the same way; that we might turn and see what God has done over our history.  That the universal church might do this is our prayer, but that we who are the local church might do the same is within out power.  That we might look back and remember how with eager hands the first church was built on this corner.  That we might look back and realize how war and depression took its toll, but how those who worshipped in this place, continued to look back and remember and then press forward, always hoping, always believing always ready to trust that God would establish the work of their hands.  

That we might look back and see that because this church and the people of God were here on this corner, Barrington has been changed, lives have been shaped for the better.  Beloved of God, what would happen if we took hold of the same memory and boldness that the Psalmist grasped, if we laid claim to the same fervor and faith of those who came before us in this church; what would happen if we stepped up and said, God we are here, we are yours, all things are not as we might like them, not as we might hope they will someday be, and even though our physical minds cannot know all that will come to be, we do know you, the God of our ancestors, the God of our faith, the God of our hope; we do know you and so we come as one community, as one people, and we ask you Our God to establish the work of our hands.

Oh that we would trust God enough to believe that on this corner God can and will satisfy us, restore our days and establish the work of our hands.  That we would believe and bring our resources, time, talent and treasure to join with God as we build the hearts and lives of our young, reach in to strengthen the faith of all; that we will believe God will bring out of us on this corner a message of hope for Barrington and beyond; that God will establish the work of our hands as we create a space filled with joy, launch a labor of justice, lift up an anthem of praise; as we honor God and work for the things of God’s kingdom; of that we would come and work and believe that God can and will establish the work of our hands.

And like the Psalmist must have conveyed to his own, we must not be dismayed, if we, like the Israelites who first sang the 90th Psalm thousands of years ago do not have all of the grand things of the world.  We must not be discouraged if we start this work as an intimate group of faithful folk; or be daunted if we do not have all of the answers or all of the hands.  
No we need not worry because all of these other good things come after what is necessary; and what is necessary is faith.  Faith the size of a mustard seed, our Matthew text tells us what we need first.   If we can muster faith the size of the tiny seed set in the coin now in your hand, if we can find that much faith then we can stand on our faith as a foundation; then we will be positioned to ask our God, in confidence, to establish the work of our hands.  
If we can find that much faith then we can say to the mountains in our way, in our community move from this place: 
· Mountains of isolation, may no one be alone in our midst in difficulty or travail; 
· Mountains of stigma, may no one be put outside because they are differently- abled, differently created, differently gifted, differently challenged, different period.  
· Mountains of inattention, let none of us be unaffected by the challenges that face our nation and our neighbors, challenges we can work toward overcoming, challenges that warrant our prayers.

· Mountains of fear, fear that stops us from being who we fully are, who God calls us to be.
· Mountains of apathy where nothing makes a difference not even our God.

· Mountains of leaving God last, behind all of the other activities of our lives.
With mustard seed faith we may, in obedience to God, plan and work and dream and envision and then bring our efforts before God and ask God to establish the work of our hands; ask God to establish the work of our hands as we share the good news that Jesus has come to welcome all to a table of fellowship and love, share the good news that there is good news for those who are hungry for physical or spiritual food, those who are sick in body or sick and tired in their souls, good news for those who are lonely, good news that there is good news for all.  
Beloved of God, if on this Stewardship Sunday we will believe what the choir sang, that every good gift, all that we need and cherish comes from the Lord in token of his love.  If we will believe we are his hands, and stewards of all his bounty; if we will believe and bring our tithe, our time, our talent and surround them with a mustard seed’s worth of faith, then I know God will establish the work of our hands.  And someday, when the story of this church is told, those who then occupy these pews will look back and see that God did establish the work of our hands; they will see lives were blessed, hearts were changed, and God’s Kingdom did come on the corner of Lincoln and Grove and beyond.  Bring your mustard seed, I will bring mine and we will see what God will do.  Amen. 
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